Gustave Flaubert Letters

However, I don't care, I am so eager to start my novel which
will take me several years. And moreover, the theatrical style
is beginning to exasperate me. Those little curt phrases, this
continual scintillation irritates like seltzer water, which is
pleasing at first but shortly seems like nasty water. Between
now and January I am going to compose dialogues in the best
manner possible, after that I am coming back to serious things.

I am glad to have diverted you a little with the biography of
Cruchard. But I find it is hybrid and the character of Cru-
chard is not consistent! A man with such an executive
ability does not have so many literary preoccupations. The
archeology is superfluous. It belongs to another kind of eccle-
siastics. Perhaps there is a transition that is lacking. Such is
my humble criticism.

They had said in a theatrical bulletin that you were in
Paris; I had a mistaken joy about it, dear good master whom
I adore and whom I embrace.

CCLXV.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Your poor old troubadour, just getting well from a cruel
attack of rheumatism, during which he could not lie down, nor
eat, nor dress without aid, is at last up again. He suffered
liver trouble, jaundice, rash, fever, in short he was fit to be
thrown out on a pile of rubbish.

Here he is up again, very feeble, but able to write a few
lines and to say with you amen to the buried catholic dictator-
ships ; it is not even Catholics that they should be called, those
people are not. They are only clericals.

I note today in the papers that they have played VOncle Sam.
I hear that it is bad, but it may very well be a success all the
same. I think that your play is surely postponed and Carvalho
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